The Tragedy of Othello * 

Caf. Fore God this is amoreexquifire fong then the other.. 
lag. Will you hear’c agen ? 

Caf. No, for I hold him vnwordiy of his place , that doesthofe 
things : well, God’s aboue all, and there bee foules that rauft bee 
i'aued. 

lag. It is true good Leiutenant. 

Caf. For mine own part ,no offence to the Generali, nor any man 
of quality, I hope to be faued. 
lag. And To doe I Leiutenanr. 

Caf. I, but by your lcatie, not before me; . the Leiutenant is to be 
failed before the Ancient. Let’s ha no more of this, let's to our af- 
faires ; God forgiije vs. our fins -• Gcntlernen,lct.s looke to our bufi- 
neffc; Doe not t-hinkc Gentlemen 1 am drunke, this is my Ancient, 
this is my right hand, and this is my left hand :1 am not drunke now*. 
I can ftand well enough, and lpeakc well enough. 

All. Excellent well. 

Caf Very well then :you mult not thinke,that I am drunke. Ex, 
Mon. To theplotformc maiflers.Come, let’s fet the watch. 
lag. Y ou fee this fellow that j? gone before, 

He is a Souldierfit to ftand by Cafiar, 

And giuedirc&ion: and doe but fee his vice, 

Tis to his vertue,a iuft equinox, 

The one as long as th’othcr : tis pitty of him, 

I fcare the truft Othello puc him in, 

On fome oddc time of his infirmity. 

Will {hake this Ifland, 

Mon. But is he often thus. . 

lag. Tis cuermore the Prologue to his ficepe ; 

Hce’lc watch the horolodge a double fer. 

If drinkcrocke not his cradle. 

Mon. Twere well the Generali wete put In mindeofb. 

Perhaps he fees it not,or his good nature, 

Praifcs the vcr'ues that appcarcs in Cafsio, 

A it And looke not on his euiils : is not this true h 
lag. How now Roderigo, 

3-pray you after the Leiutenant,goe... 


- 


Enter Roderigo.. 
Exit Rod. 


Men. And tis great pitty that the noble Moore 


fliouldi 
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Should hazard fuch a place, as his owne fecond, 

With one of an ingraft infirfnity : 

It were anhoneft action to fay fo to the Moore. 

lag: Nor I, for this faire Ifland : , - 

I doe louc Caf to well, and would doe much, Helpe^helfe^ within* 

To cute him of this cuill : but harke, what noy fe. 

Enter Cztf\o, drifting in Roderigo. 

Caf. Zouns,yourogue,you rafcall. 

Mon. what’s the matter Leiutenant ? 

Caf. A knauc, teach mce my duty : but LTp beate theknaue into 

a wicker bottle. 

Rod. Seatenne? 

Caf. Docft thou prater ogue ? 

Mon. Good Leiutenant; pray fir hold your hand. 

Caf. Let me goc fir, or ile knocke you ore the mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come,you are drunke.. ' n - . ' 

Caf Druuke? thef fight, 

lag. Away I fay, goc out and cry a muteny. A Mr ting: 

Nay good Leiutenant : godfwill Gentlemen,, 

Helpcho, Leiutenant : $ir Montaniof\x y 
H^Jpe maiftersjhcre’s a goodly wacchinde ed, 

W ho’s that that rings the bell ? Diablo — ho,. 

The Towne will rife,godfwill Lciutenant,hold t 
YouwiUbcftiam’d foreuer. ; . 

'i'- ;.jh 03 1~ i. 1 f! ::n; asYssYO djio •#'•/ wV.- 
Enter Othello>i*»d Gentlemen with weapons* 

. ?m ibosfio wot; gritbemoi ibi. 

Oth, What is the matter here? ~ 

Men. Zouns.I bleed ftill,I amhurt,to the death; 

Oth. Hold,for your Hues. . :) ’\;r ... • t.i . 

lag. Hold,hold Leiutenant, fir Montanio, Gentlemen, 

Haue you forgot all place of fence,and duty : 

Hold, the Generali fpeakes to you; hold,hold, for (bame. 

Oth. Why how now ho, from whence arifes this ? 

Are we turn’d Tnrkeffiod to our felues doe that, . 

Which Beauen has forbid the Ommitet t 
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